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" If it's God's will that we're not to get across I'll
my grain into the Don rather than let the Reds get it."
" What we've lived to see ... Lord. . . ."
" The Reds have been ordered to kill all the cossacks from
the age of six to the very oldest. . . ."
By a gaily decorated wagon a grey-haired old man,
village ataman by his looks and authoritative bearing, was
haranguing:
" I said to him, ' So the people have got to die on the
bank of the river ? When shall we be able to cross to the
other side ? The Reds will cut us down to the roots.' And
His Excellency said : ' Don't be afraid, daddy ! We shall
hold and defend our positions until all the people have
crossed. We won't let our wives, children and fathers
suffer/ "
The crowd of women and old men surrounding him was
listening with the greatest attention.   A general medley oJL
shouts arose from them when the old man paused for
- breath:
" Then why has the battery gone across ? "
" And the cavalry have arrived/'
" They say Gregor Melekhov's left the front undefended."
" Who will defend us now ? The soldiers have gone in
front, and left the people behind."
" It's every man saving his own skin."
" We must send elders to the Reds with bread and salt.
Maybe they'll have mercy and not punish us."
A horseman turned the corner into the street.   His rifle
was hanging at his saddle-bow, a lance was swinging at hisp
side.   ^
" Why, that's my Mishka ! " an elderly woman cried in
delight. She ran to meet the rider, pushing between horses
and wagons and jumping over shafts. The rider was seized
by the stirrups and brought to a halt. He raised a grey
sealed packet above his head and shouted :
" A despatch for the Chief of Staff!   Let me pass ! "
" Mishka,  my little son ! " the  elderly woman  called
agitatedly, the streaky grey strands of her hair falling over v
her radiant face.   Pressing all her body against the horse's *
side, with a trembling smile she- asked:
" Did you come through our village ? "
"Yes. The Reds are in it now. . . /'